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ADVERTISEMENT. 


1 E following Poem was origimally written for the 
Seatonian Prize, at the Unroerſity of Cambridge , but the 
Author, 15 having the honour to be a Maſter of Arts, was 
informed he could not be admitted a Candidate: as by the 
expreſs terms of Mr. Seaton's will, the prize can be ad- 
Judged only 60 Maſters of Arts : in conſequence of which 


this Poem was never preſented to the Univerſity. 
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AWAKE, my lyre, attune thy loudeſt firing, kn | | 


& K 


Shout and rejoice; a glad occaſion calls, 


Proclaims the Perſian king. Extatic ſound ! | 
Re-echo it ye rocks, ye hills rebound ; 
Wat it, ye winds, O waft the glorious ſtrain, | RY 


To diſtant lands waſh'd by the ſtormy main. 15 0 7. i 
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Ye ſons of Iſrael ariſe, and ſing, 


« Reviſit Zion, and rebuild her walls,” 


5 E 1 

Iſrael's ſweet harp adorns yon aged tree, 
(Silent ſo long, and dead to harmony) 
Whoſe weeping branches overhang the tide, 
Where the dark waters of Euphrates glide; 
A ſullen ſound of ſorrow fills the vale, 


And fi ghs are borne on every paſling gale. 


On the cold ground with ruſh and ofier ſpread, 


Where noxious damps their baleful influence ſhed, 


Like ſome ſad virgin, helpleſs and forlorn, 


| With boſom bare, ſwoln eye, and treſſes torn, | 


Unhappy Judah lays her mournful head, 


The rock her pillow, and the earth her bed: 
| While ſtern Captivity with baleful glare, 


_ Harrows the heart, and conjures up deſpair ; 


To pity dead, and ſteel'd to | human woe, | 


Inſults the ſorrows which he bade to flow ; 


9 1 
Mocking her grief the cruel Tyrant ſtands, 


And binds with iron chains her trembling hands. 


Stung to the ſoul, and humbled to the duſt, 


Confeſſing that her puniſhment was juſt, 


She lifts to Heav'n a ſupplicating eye, 
And wing'd with faith her pray'rs aſcend the ſky. 


Her pray'rs are heard—her pilgrimage is o'er, 


And the poor ſufferer ſhall weep no more; 
For Cyrus comes, rais d by Jexovan's hand, 


- To lead the captive to her native land. 


Victorious laurels round his temples twine, 
S-: And in his eye the beams of juſtice ſhine ; 

Gen rous as brave, noble yet void of pride, 

; Pow'r in his hand, and conqueſt at his fide. 


Fann'd with ſucceſs, his purple banners wave, 


And flaunt in triumph o'er Aſſyria's grave. 
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O thou, who dwell'ſt ſecure encompaſs'd wide 


With mighty waters; daring to deride 

The Perſian phalanx, whole reſiſtleſs arm 

Shall fill thy heart with horror and alarm, 
Cleave the bright circlet from Belſhazzar's head, 
And dye with regal blood his garments red. 
Thou chief of cities, crown'd with turrets tall, 
To thee, 9 Babylon, to thee I call, ; 

Whoſe towing ramparts eminently vigh 

Lift their bold brow triumphant to the flea: 8 


Preſume no more to {well your haughty ereſt, 


Deſtrution ſoon ſhall rend that treach' rous breaft : 


Your ſea is fled—your glory i is no more, 
The flowing waves forſake the deſert ſhore 1 
1 No more Euphrates ſhall his aid ſupply, 
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| Bade this great prince to ſet his people free, 
To tread to duſt the Babylonian pow r, 
And ranſom Iſrael at th appointed hour. 
1 Ruin advances with gigantic ſtride, 

| Rage in his eye, and terror at his fide ; 
| To puniſh Babylon, and ſweep away 

| Chaldean glory from the face of day. 

| The brazen gates are burſt, her bulwarks fall, 

ö And Perſian valour ſhakes the tott'rin g wall 
Ty With force reſiſtleſs, Cyrus bath'd in blood, 
| Bears all before him like a raging flood, 


On ev'ry ſide he pours deſtruction down, 
And where, Belſhazzar, where 1s now thy crown ? 
| Where are thy revels, where thy midnight ſport ? | 
Where all the gaudy pageant of thy court ? 
B 2 


3 
What comfort now can regal honours give, 


When Cyrus tells thee that thou ſhalt not live ? 


The ſword of vengeance comes, fierce, gleaming bright, 


| To flaſh conviction on thy guilty ſight ; 

To blaſt thy pride, to lay thy glory low, 

And cruſh an empire at a ſingle blow. 

O Lucifer, who ſhon'ſt of late ſo high, 

The faireſt ſtar in th' Aſſyrian ſky, 

How art thou fallen! neer to riſe again, 

Thy palace rifled, and thy children ſlain. 

Wave high youu tops, mazeſiic cedars wave, 

The mighty {poiler 1 18 deny d a grave. 

Hell opens wide her jaws to ſeize the prey, 

And ſnatch the monſter from the face of day. 
Then | Cyrus ſpake to Iſrael's captive train, 


(Mercy and juſtice mark the hero's reign ;) 
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«© The Gop OF ISRAEL 1s God alone, 


He plac'd his ſervant on th' Aſſyrian throne. 


* To him I bow, to him I bend the knee, 


e. And for his ſake I ſet the pris ners free. 


High to the ſkies a lofty fabric raiſe, 


A houſe of pray'r, a monument of praiſe, 


« Adorn'd with courts all glorious to behold, 
“The roof of cedar, and the doors of gold : : 
© On Zion's hill rear the majeſtic pile, 


To Iſrael's ſons theſe joyful words impart 


Bliſs to the mind, and comfort to the heart. 


Struck with amazement, wonder, and delight, 


It ſeem'd a viſion to the raptur'd ſight 3 


A brilliant form that mocks the eye of day, 


Floats in the brain, then ſinks and dies away. 
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Is this a dream? th' aſtoniſh'd ſages cry; 


Is this a dream ? thi exulting tribes reply: 


No, it is real all with wond'rous {kill . 


IxnO vA moulds the people to his will. 


Break into ſinging, and with loud acclaim 


Sound forth his praiſe, and glorify his name. 


Daughters of Solyma, with cheerful voice, 


Raiſe the glad ſtrain, be thankful and rejoice ; 


With feet reſponſive beat the feſtive ground, 


And dance exulting to the timbrel's ſound ; 


Wake the loud cymbal, ſtrike each tuneful ſtring, 


And to the harp harmonious anthems ſing. 


Cherubic joy with tranſport leads the van, 


The end of being, and the friend of man ; 
Sheds from his purple plumes Arabia's dews, 


And hails THE RESTORATION OF THE JEWS. 
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Swift on the whirlwind's wing with eager haſte, 


Through ſeas of ſand, a ſolitary waſte, 
Ranging a wild where never herbage grew, 
And not an animal appears to view; 
Save where rude chaſms to the ſight diſcloſe 
Juda's wild heifers, or Wegera's roes, 
Seeking a covert where yon bes glade, 
Crovn'd with eringoes, boaſts a friendly ſhade : 
Oer rifted wakes oer dry and diſmal dales, 
O'er ſterile hillocks, and oer thirſty vales, 
The ranſom'd tribes exulting pour along, 
And the wild deſart echoes with a ſong. 
Imagination with a beam of light 


Gilds ev'ry form, and paints in colours bright, 


Thoſe long-loſt joys which they were wont to ſhare, 


In Salem's ſacred courts and genial air: 
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18 
To Fancy's eye fair Zion's turrets riſe, 
Lifting their heads in glory to the ſkies. 
Fluſh'd with this hope, and panting to regain 
God's holy hill, and conſecrated fane, 
Ruſhing impetuous with ceaſeleſs toil, 
They reach their native clime, their native ſoil. 
Far, far aloof the tents of Kedar lie, 
Whoſe hoſtile banners floating in the ſky, 
Mark the tall mountains where the robbers dwell, 
The ſons of Iſhmael, and the ſlaves of hell. 
The wilderneſs is paſt—all, all is o'er, 
Safely arriv'd on Jordan's pleaſant ſhore, 
The ranſom'd tribes, with 3 united, raiſe 
A loud Hoſanna to Jenovan's praiſe. 
This 1s his vineyard, this his choſen vine, 


(Whoſe tendrils round the hallow'd mount entwine) 


E 


Deep rooted here; reſcu'd from Pharaoh's hand, 


Fix'd in a fertile, a luxuriant land, 

With milk and honey flowing, rich and fair. 
Pellucid fountains, and balſamic air; 
Salubrious ſtreams enrich the fertile vale, 
 Nettareous odours breathe in ev'ry gale, 
While dews from heav'n their choiceſt influence ſhed, 
And fill with fragrance Zion's ſacred head. 
Judea's hills, her gay embroider'd plain, 
Exub'rant paſture, rich and waving grain, 
Her ſacred haunts, her conſecrated tow'rs, 

Her golden fruitage, and ambroſial bow'rs, 
Dart on the mind, arreſt the raptur'd fight, 
And fill the ſoul with pleaſure and delight. 
O happy Iſrael, ariſe, ad ſhine, 
Protected by the MajzsTtyY Divine, 
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Held by his hand, directed by his eye, 
Let the ſtorm thunder, and the lightnings fly, 
Thou art ſecure though winds and torrents rave, 
As the rock baffles the tempeſtuous wave. 
Laden with wealth, adorn 0 with plenty 8 ſmile, 


Rich as Arabia, fruitful as s the N ile, 


Reſcu d from bonds, ſnatch'd from oppreſſion s rod, 


Their fetters broken by the hand of Go; 
Can this bleſt nation by his bounty fed, 
Neglett to rear the temple's hallow'd head? 
The ſacred dome, the tall majeſtic pile, 
The ſpacious courts, and conſecrated aiſle ? 
Mould'ring in duſt behold the awful ſhrine, 
The glorious reſidence of LIGHT Divine 
Lying in ruins.—I here no altars blaze, 


No Hallelujahs ſound IEHñãOvAH“ praiſe; 


2 


P 
- 
= 


— PEE — „ „ a aa Ed 1 999 


„ 


3 
{4 
L 
79 
* 
4 
2 
7 
N 
IS 
: 
3 
4 
f 
* 
1 
I. 
= 
* 1 
A [ 
z 
1 


EW] 


No curling wreaths from burniſh'd cenſers rife, 


Nor with ambroſial fragrance fill the ſkies } 
No arched roofs echo the vocal ſtrain, 


No hymns are chaunted, and no victims ſlain. 


O glowing gratitude ! with ghſt'ning eye, 


Whoſe filver tones aſcending mount the ky, 


Whither, bright cherub, whither art thou flown ? 


To Northern regions, or the torrid zone? 


That Iſrael's favour d ſons, ſupremely bleſt, 


Their exile ended, and their wrongs redreſt, 


Forſake the Loxp, neglett his holy ſhrine, 


And brave the wrath of Majzsry Divins. 
Their puniſhment is near, ſee Famine ſtalk. 


And Deſolation mark her ſecret walk, 


Her mildew blaſts, and peſtilential breath, 


Taint all the loaded atmoſphere with death. 
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Shrivel'd with drought, no fruit the vineyard yields, | 


No herb the paſture, and no corn the fields. 
Goto the mountains, bid the cedars fall, 
Rear the high roof, and decorate the wall; 
With brazen pillars grace the ſacred fane, 
And with Hoſannas hail JeHovan's reign. 
Then once again with flowing plenty bleſt, ; 
Like ſome fair virgin in her bridal veſt, 
Enrob'd in white, in righteouſneſs array'd, | 
And gems of virtue, gems which never fade, 
With fervent zeal, ſtretching to heav'n her hands, 
In beauty's bloom, ſee ſacred Zion ſtands, 
Soon as the morn unveils the face of day ; 
And kindles nature's charms with orient ray, 
Her mattins are begun; Faith lends its wings, 


And with the lark ſhe ſoars, and ſoaring ſings. 


| 
| 
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E 
The noble edifice at length appears, 


Crown'd with the people's ſhout, the ſage's tears, 


With weeping eyes, the fathers white with age, 


Retracing ſwift on memory's faithful page 


The ancient temple, grand, refulgent bright, 


| Whoſe ſplendid form truck th' aſtoniſh'd fight, 


Declare the former fane, ſuperb to view, 


In pomp and ſplendour far ſurpaſs'd the new. 
But hark! a prophet's voice—he ſweeps the lyre, 
His boſom glowing with celeſtial fire: 


Thus faith the Loxd or HosTs, awake, awake, 


„Tul ſhake the heav'ns, the earth, and ocean ſhake, 
„Il ſhake all nations, and at my command 


„The Sun or RiGyTEOUSNEss ſhall bleſs the land. 


0 Weep, weep no more, although in gems and gold 


© The new-raisd temple equal not the old; 


E 1 
Although the former ſhrine exalted high, 
* Might rear its columns nearer to the ſky; 
* Although with riches deckt ſuperbly gay, 


Its poliſh 'd corners ſhot a brighter ray ; * 


& Although the ancient fone with grandeur cr own'd, 


* Might mingle brilliant forms with awe profound ; 
8 This honour d fane ſhall greater glory ſee, 
” Bleſ with the preſence of the Drirv. 


* The Lon himſelf whom Iſrael 's ſons adore, 


Shall walk theſe courts, and tread this ſacred floor.” 


Lift up your heads, O lift your heads on nich. 
Ye golden gates that decorate the ſky ; 
Ye everlaſting doors with rapture ſprin 8. 


Open, unfold, admit your heav'nly King, 
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E 
MxssfAk comes, drives his victorious car, 
Freſh from the fight, and glorious from the war; 


Array'd in ſtrength, omnipotent to fave, 


He conquer'd Death, and triumph'd o'er the Grave, 


Redeem'd his people, cruſh'd the rebel foe, 
And opd the ſource whence ſtreams of comfort flow: : 


Breaking the bonds which Gn and folly bind, 


To link to earth the ſplendour of the mind. 


Chain' d to his chariot-wheels in bondage juſt, 


The pow'rs of darkneſs lie, and lick the duſt ; 

There the arch- fiend 1 in iron letters bound, 

Gnaſhes his teeth, and grovling gnaws the ground ; 
He bruis'd the viftor's heel, but vengeance red, 


Pour'd ſwift deſtruction on the ſerpent's head. 


Le Scribes and Rulers bow your haughty neck, 


And cheerful own the true MELCHISED Eck. 
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Immortal prieſt ! whoſe temple is all ſpace, 


Whoſe throne is glory, and whole gift is grace. 
The types and feaſts of the Moſaic law, 


Their end accompliſh'd, filently withdraw, 


And rites Levitical at length give place 


To the pure ſervice of a ſtate of grace: 


Tranſparent ſhadows melt and fade away, 


Loſt in the ſplendour of eternal day. 


| The ſeal of faith ſtampt deep on human kind, 
Lives in the ſoul, and centers in the mind, 


For Righteouſneſs hath dwelt, fince time began, 


Not in the outer but the inner man. 


Ah! what avail the waters of the flood, 


A heifer's aſhes, or a bullocks blood? 


Can theſe atone for ſin can theſe impart 


Strength to the mind, or comfort to the heart? 


E 


Can clouds of incenſe ſmother or efface 


The ſin and folly of a guilty race? 
Or cancel crimes, whoſe deep and deadly dye 
Juſtly incurs the vengeance of the ſły? 


To ranſom man, and cleanſe this crimſon ſtain, 


The PascHar Laws, the Son or Gop was flain. 


Able to ſave, and willing to forgive, 


He bids the penitent ariſe and live; 


Al. who-perform/ his will, ben lis nod. 


They truly are the Iſrael of Gov, 
The heirs of Abraham's faith ; the heirs of bliſs, 


Circled with joy, and crown'd with happineſs, 


Whoſe living rays with bleſt effulgence ſhine, 
Reflected from the MajzsTyY Divine. 


Omens terrific mark that awful day, 


Which to unnumber'd worlds ſhall wide diſplay 
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The righteouſneſs of Gop. Lo! CHRIST appears, 
All nations tremble with o'erwhelming fears ; 
Tremendous earthquakes heave the roaring flood, | 
The ſun to darkneſs turn'd, the moon to blood : 
Heav'n's azure vault, and ſparkling gems decay, 
Earth burns with fire, and vaniſhes away. 
He comes, he comes, ſeraphic ſquadrons wait, 
And hoſts cherubic ſwell his train of ſtate. 
Illuſtrious KING or Glory! LORD or Micnr ! 
Thy living luſtre awes the dazzled fight ; 
T hy throne through endleſs ages ſhall endure. 
Thy reign eternal, thy ſalvation ſure: 
O bleſſed Jesvus ſave a hapleſs race, 
And plead for man before the throne of grace; 
In thee we truſt, ® thee we hope to hve, 


Pardon our errors, and our fins forgive; 


* — 
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Comfort the captive, raiſe the mourner's head, 
| | | 4 


Sound th' angelic trump, and wake the dead, 


Open the gloomy chambers of the grave 
And ſave thy ſervants, whom thou cam'ſt to lave : 
Thy kingdom c come — Approach, O bliſsful hour, 
When evry tongue ſhall own Mess1an' $ pow r, 
Then wars ſhall be no more ; diſcord ſhall ceaſe, 
The Gop or Mzxcy. reigns, and all is peace: 
Then the Ele& from fin and ſorrow free, 
Shall be reſtor'd to liberty and thee. 
Ariſe, O glorious day, in ſplendour rile, 


Break forth, appear, and bleſs our longing eyes, 
When heavy nly Salem's courts ſhall wide "_ 

The living glories of eternal day; 

Regions of bliſs, glowing divinely W 

Bleſt with the preſence of the Souxck oF LiGHT : 
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For there Mzss14an reigns.—Great Lox of all! 


Bow down, ye people; and ye nations fall | 


Before his righteous throne. Ye iſles obey, 
And grateful own the ſceptre of his ſway. 


To him each knee ſhall bow, each tongue proclaim 


His mighty acts, and celebrate his name. 


Lo! joyful Judah leaves her mournful urn, 


See, the redeemed of the LoxD return 


With ſinging unto Zion, ſorrow's fled, 


And roſeate joy reblooms around their head. 


Ope fly the golden gates, the glitt ring band 


With ſongs of triumph hail their native land. 


There righteouſneſs and peace ſhall ever reign, 
The ranſom d tribes crowd th' ethereal plain, 
As mingled ſtreams the Jew and Gentile run, 


And ev'ry ſe is melted into one 1 


BE a 


From ev'ry corner of the earth they riſe, 


And with their grateful pzans fill the ſkies : 
| Soaring aloft on rapture's eagle wing, 


To hail their Saviour, and adore their KING. 


THE END. 
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